BARBARIAN STORIES

gold collar in his hand. 'This is mine!' he shouted,
'mine! My son's!' and Blackbird cried out, 'No, it
was Sea-thing's!' and then, suddenly, 'Is Sea-thing
yours?' And reaching over to her back she pulled up
the crying baby from her cloak and held him out to
Niat.

It seemed to Blackbird that everyone in the dun

was falling over her, pushing and trampling to see,

men and women together: she had to tell them then,

through her tears, how she got Sea-thing and when,

and what his wrappings and brooches had been like.

She ended, and saw that they had the baby stripped

and were peering at him all over.  Then all of them

made way for a tall and beautiful woman who came

straight to Sea-thing with her hands out and seized

on him, while the men shouted and stamped, and the

women ran round her clapping their hands on their

thighs.   Blackbird stared with her mouth open for

the beauty of the woman and her fine clothes and the

great brooch in her mantle and the combs in her hair

of pierced gold and the coloured and shining stones

of her necklace. As she crouched there, staring, the

woman turned to her and said: 'This is my son/ and

kissed her.

Said Blackbird: 'Is the price paid?' and she looked
from Niat to the beautiful woman and back again.
'It is paid,' said the Chief of Over the Hills, and bade
them free Mott and give him strong mead to drink,
until he could stand, holding to Blackbird's shoulder,
Now, when she had told him all that had happened,
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